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in his pocket a few prune kernels, which he
sucks at intervals. The neighbour's farm-house
is small and old-fashioned, rather like old
Nikkila. The walls and ceiling of the living-
room are lined, in accordance with ancient
Christmas custom, with gleaming white shingles;
a table-cloth has been spread on the table, and
on it are a ham, a platter of bread and a tankard
of ale; hung over these is a straw baldaquin.
The master is a mild, pleasant-spoken man who
addresses Jussi as Juha and treats him as a guest.
Outside, the cheery sound of sleigh-bells rings
out now and then on the road; the mulled ale
awakens in Jussi a long-dormant sense of con-
fidence.

Jussi was not sent away from Tuorila even
after the Christmas holidays were over, not that
spring nor when summer came. When it at
last happened autumn was nigh.

Tuorila did not sell his forest without proper
precautions as so many other farmers did in
those days. He compared the forest sold by
Tavela with his own, and had another look at
Tavela's timber when it lay in great stacks wait-
ing for the ice to break up. He too intended to
sell, but he bided his time. The result was
that most forests in the vicinity had already
undergone a first cutting when he made his
bargain. The price Tuorila was able to obtain